WIDE WORLD OF VARIATIONS 

IN EVERY MAN A LITTLE 
BOY? 

My wife believes that there is a lot of 
the "little boy" in all men, and that, 
consequently, their childish needs 
should be accommodated. She 
chooses my clothing, decides what 
I am to eat and looks after me with 
the same diligence my mother dis¬ 
played. Consistent with her philos¬ 
ophy, she is also a firm disciplinar¬ 
ian, abiding by the age-old dictum 
that it is for my own good. Humilia¬ 
tion is a favorite tactic of hers, and 
she maintains a playpen in the base¬ 
ment even though our daughter is 
six years old, in first grade, and no 
longer requires it. 

When I have been difficult or 
naughty, she marches me down¬ 
stairs, orders me to strip and then 
places a diaper and a pair of rubber 
panties on me. She also puts a bon¬ 
net on my head as I climb into the 
playpen, where I am required to crawl 
about and play with the rattles and 
various baby paraphernalia. She 
laughs at me as I drink milk from a 
plastic baby bottle. 

A session in the playpen might last 
all afternoon, after which my diapers 
and rubber pants are removed (they 
are usually wet) and I am spanked 
sharply with a long-handled bath¬ 
room brush while draped over my 
wife’s lap. I invariably get a strong 
erection and we end up in the bed¬ 
room, fucking ferociously. 

Sometimes Gail's best friend, 
Rosie, visits while I am doing pen¬ 
ance in the pen, and the two lovely 
women just sit there and chat, en¬ 
joying coffee and cake as if my be¬ 
havior were the most normal thing in 
the world Sympathizing with my 
loneliness, Rosie will upon occasion 
phone her husband to come over and 
join me. Garbed in the same raiment 
as I, he is also placed in the pen, 
and we go about playing childish 
games to amuse our wives. Al- 
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though Rosie is friendly, sweet and 
generous, she does have a prefer¬ 
ence for riding crops, and Bart is 
ever-anxious to please her. She has 
merely to raise an eyebrow and he 
is tongue-tied and trembling. 

One day, after the women had 
been gossiping for about an hour and 
while Bart and I feigned baby play 
to the best of our ability, in order to 
minimize any subsequent punish¬ 
ment, Rosie whispered something 
into Gail’s ear, causing my wife to 
blush and giggle. Gail stood up and 
looked down at us with her hands on 
her hips. She wore very brief shorts, 
a snug sweater with no bra and a 
pair of high-heeled slippers I’ve al¬ 
ways thought she had the greatest- 
looking legs in the world and I can 
never get my fill of them. I was sure 
Bart shared my opinion as he stared 
longingly at Gail’s thighs. 

"Well, children, we’re going to have 
a little contest. I’ve alway enjoyed 
watching little boys jerk off, and Rosie 
and I were just wondering which of 
you is the most skillful. Now we're 
going to find out.” 

We hardly had to be told that the 
loser would clean up with his tongue. 

"Don't disappoint me, darling," 
Rosie cooed, looking at Bart 


She crossed her cute legs, caus¬ 
ing her miniskirt to rise several 
inches, revealing her white panties. 
This added impetus to my already 
straining cock, and I felt confident of 
victory. In private sessions with Gail, 

I always performed outstandingly, 
sending great gobs of come all over 
the room as she clapped and 
cheered my athleticism. I was, how¬ 
ever, unaware of Bart’s capabilities, 
and since Rosie had suggested this 
contest, it was obvious that she had 
strong faith in his talents. And the 
fear of her whip might very well spur 
him to a superhuman effort. 

The women watched anxiously as 
we crouched nude before them, our 
cocks hard and throbbing. 

"Play with your instruments and 
blast off at the count of ten," Gail 
drawled, as if she were addressing 
Olympic athletes in a trial heat. 

The one who spurted the greatest 
distance would be the champion I 
found it difficult to control my prick 
as Gail counted slowly, a smile on 
her face, and she and Rosie stared 
at the large and eager rods before 
them. 

"They look so determined and se¬ 
rious," Rosie taunted as the count 
reached five. 

I couldn’t look at her legs, as I 
would have shot my load then and 
there. 

"Eight, nine. . . ." 

With a mighty heave we both cut 
loose, firing furious salvos toward the 
opposite wall before falling back to 
catch our breath. The girls then went 
about measuring meticulously, and 
it turned out that I was the clear win¬ 
ner. Bart was placed on all fours and 
forced to vacuum up all of the come 
while Rosie watched coldly. I won¬ 
dered what would happen to him at 
home. I had little doubt but that his 
wife had plans to greatly increase the 
mileage on one of her favorite whips 
as he leaped wildly about like a pup- 
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pet on a string, pleading and fer¬ 
vently promising to do better next 
time. 

Gail kissed me on the cheek while 
Bart cleaned up, dressed and left 
sheepishly, with Rosie's narrowed 
lids, pursed lips and stoney silence 
auguring ill for the condemned man. 

Mr N.M., 
Michigan 








